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“ For always in thine eyes, O Liberty!
Shines that high light whereby the world is saved;
And though thou slay us, we will trust in thee.”
JoaN HAv.

On Picket Duty.

The editor of the “ Arena” says that the reason
why so many State Socialistic articles appear in his
magazine, and so few of individualistic tendencies, is
that State Socialism is at present far more popular
among reformers than individualism. This is unques-
tionably a satisfactory explanation, but it is scarcely
an excuse.

Boston’s annual services commemorative of the
death of the brave men who were hanged in Chicago
four years ago by a gang of cowards and tricksters
backed by a larger gang of infuriated numbskalls will
be held in Paine i{emorial Hall on Sunday, November
15, at 8 o’clock in the evening. E. C. Walker, for-
merly of “Fair Play” and now of Liberty, and Wal-
ter Crane, the English artist, are expected to partici-
pate. )

The Chicago “ Herald” thinks it regrettable that
the milkmen of that city have seen fit to crganize a
trust. .- “The consumer,” it says, “likes ‘o feel that
the price of the commodity he is using has been fixed
by the law of supply and demand. Of this he will
never be sure during the existence of the trust.” Does
.the law of supply and demand exclude dombination ?
It'excludes only legal dictation. Free competition is
‘notistrangled by voluntary combinations, since these
.combinations do not deprive anybody of the opportu-
‘nity to compete. Men cannot be forced ta compete;
but they should not be prevented from competing
when they deem it advantageous to do so. Most of
our judges and editors sadly need light upon the sub-
ject of monopoly and its antithesis, competition.

A propos of the recent suspension of the Maverick
ational Bauk, of this city, a Boston Nationalist said
_ to a reporter of the «Herald”: “It does not speak
- very highly for the sagacity of our much-vaunted bnsi-
- ness _methods , that there should be enough business
men ‘in Boston willing to intrust 810,000,000 to a bank
“at whose head stood one of the most reckless specula—
torg.of the cxty‘ Another astonishing thing about th
‘the comptroller of the currency, with t,‘ne
e information. that he negst have had
tionable methods of the bank, should
it to: continue -in ‘& way that very
ave ended as it has.. It makes one
onder how many other institutious ihere are in the
“country mnaged upon such lines, and which are al-
lowed to go on recewmg the _money of innocent de-

Tt should dlscourage speculation, and not eneourage
t Tt ah‘

currency, let it do so by all means. But the manage-
ment of the finances of private citizens does not con-
cern it, and there is no reason why it should issue
currency for then® They are able to take care of
themselves, and de their own banking. Free and mu-
tual banking is a simple remedy; it ought not to be
difficult for business men to appreciate its manifest
and manifold advantages.

A Drama of Marriazs.
BY GECRGE FORREST.

He entered the room hurriedly and threw off his overcoat.
“Have dinner o-dered immediately,” he said to the servant,
who stoed waiting.

His wife wase sitting by the table reading; she turned
around as he entered.

“Why this hurry, Henry? ”’ she asked.

“Oh,” he answered laughingly, ** I have secured & box for
the opera tonight. You wished to hear ‘ Mignon,” you know;
s0 we will have to hurry in order to dress and have dinner
before we go.””

He walked nervously about the room, with his loft hand
twirling bis black moustache. He was handsome, and, as he
walked up and down, he looked in the mirror on the wall
frequently.

“Well, Helen,” he said, at last, ‘‘are you going to get
ready? "’

‘No,” she answered deliberately, rismg from the chair,
and staring at him coldly.

“ What-~"" . . . he turned around surprised.
is the matter ; are you not well?”

* Perfectly well,”’ she replied calmly.

“Then I do not understand you—really—J1—
your foolish mroods, I suppose.”

He endeavored to appear calm; but it was evident that
her coldness irr.. .ted him.

“You do not understand me,” she said; ‘‘ well, then, I
will explain.””

Her voice was cold, and she spoke slowly. She did not
look at him2 now, but rather seemed to be addressing her
words to the open grate, before which she had seated herseif.
He had stopped walking up and down and was standing lean-
ing against the window-frame, in the shadow of the heavy
curtains. She looked into the fire, and, although he d

* Why, what

One of

She arose now and walked over to where he stood *y the
curtain, and, drawing it aside, let the dusky iight of the
evening shine on his face. When she saw how pale and mis-
erable he looked, she almost, pitied him; but her voice was
as cold as ever as she resumed:

““In a sudden fit of jealousy she cams here this afternoon
and told me all.”’

There was no change in his features as she spoke, and she
saw that he had divined the manner in which she had be-
come acquainted with his secret. Sha let the curtain drop
and slowly walked to the table in the centre of the room, on
which the lamp stood, and turned ap the light; then, in an
affected mgnuer, she began looking over the magazines with
which the table was strewn. She turned the p.ges care-
lessly, still standing, but she did not read —she was waiting
for him to break the silence. Finally he came forward
slowly, and rtood at the other side of the tablz, facing her,
and picked up a megazine; as he turned the pages he
spoke:

‘“ Helen '’ — there was a nervous panse — ‘' it is useless for
me to ask forgiveness; I know how you must feel towar:
me -—t?

Again he paused, he hardly knew what to say, and he
spoke painfully.

‘I know you must wish a divorce; but the scandal—imny
business — It wil! ruin me. Ide not ask you to pity me;
but is there no way in which we could arranga matters, and
keep up appearances? I have wronged you, and will submit
to anything; but a divorce would ruin both of us.”

‘Their eyes met now for a moment ; but he almost instantly
turned away.

She spoke, and,
contemptuous:

“You have wronged me, but not in the manner you sup-
posa. 'We do not love each other; but in order to appear
respectable, you wish me to remain in this house as your
wife—it is there you wrong me; not by loving another.
You love some one else, but I, also, have a lover."’

He turned, pale with passion, and approached her.

‘ And you dare to tell mne this?’’ he cried threateningly.

She did not retreat before him, and contempt, not fear,
was in her eyes as she replied :

“Pray do not become theatrical; it is vulgar. My lover

" ~ghe walked over and looked in the mirror —* my-
self.”

for the first time, her voice was a trifle

nervous, allowed considerable time to pass before spesking.
Finally she began, still gazing into the hidden devths fermed
by the glowing coals:

“ The reason I do not care to go to the opera w._.h you to-
night is because I do not wish you to break your other en-
gagement.’’

He steppeil forwiurd angrily, and was about to speak when
she resumed:

“You need not get angry; it will not improve matters —1I
know all.”

She gave him an expressive look, but she could not see
the effect of her words, as he had again withdrawn into the
shadow of the curtains.

“This afternoon,’” she continued, *‘you met a young wo-
man sad made an appointment to meet her this evening at
the theatre. You ongaged a private box for her and a ¢ .r-
riage to take her there. You promised her to briny your
wife with you —to another box of course— s0 that s} ¢ suight
sce what sort of a woman her lover’s wife was.”

She paused for a few moments, evidently exp cting a de-
nial, and looked towards the window where aer husband
giood. Iu the darknese she could not see his teatures: only
the white ol his shirt front and the gleaming of the pin in
his scarf showed that he was there. He evidently felt her
gaze, for the curtains were shaking from the grasp of his
nervous hand. As he did not speak, she reverted her gnze
to the fire, and continued :

‘It was all very pleasantly arranged: you were to take
me to one box, and then suddenly excuse yourseli —some
important business at the office which you had forgotten, I
suppose, or a like excuse — and go to her box, point me out
to her and — then back to me. Had you been able to curry
out this plan, how proud you would have felt to have de-
colved me 8o cloverly! Well, your plan has failed ="

He d ash; d now of his violent tone, and when he
spoke his voice was very low:

* What are you going to do?* he asked.

‘I don’t know,” she replied. ¢ Certainly, Ishall not stay
here; perhaps I shall travel, perhaps not; but I shall not an-
noy you. Ihave no plans except to leave you. You may
give it out that T am going abroad for my health, or any-
thing else you please. When I am gone, you will go to
her, for I really think you love each other; and —’

He interrupted her:

‘“ And you really think me as low as that?”

She looked displeased at his question.

¢‘Oh, you do not understand,” she replicd, *“and it is use-
less for me to attempt to explain. We never could under-
stand each other. We thought- we loved, and married.
our love was bu: the result of like views concerning super-
hicial refinements; but—’ she paused—* Oh, you do not
understand !

As she finishad speaking she walked slowly into the next
room: and he moved over to the window, pressed his hot
face against the glass, and gazed out into the darkness.

The clock strnck nine, and he started from his position at
the window. I he could only meei her tonight! Perhaps
she had recovered from her jealousy, and would comfort
him; perhaps she might keep the engagement in spite of all;
he would go to the opera and see.

‘When his wife came into the room again, he was not
there; but she heard the front door open and shut, and from
the window could indistinctly see a form disappear in the
darkness.

And she took oft her wedding ring an:l laid it on the table.
She looked at the train time-tabl in the newspaper and or-
dered the servant to pack a handbag.

Soon ther form disappeared in the darkness of the
street, o







